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of my postponing my visit to the Ramjas College. And like a good
soldier he kept the appointment he had made with the Hindus of
Muzaffarnagar although he had to proceed there almost im-
mediately after Bi-Amma's death. All this was as it should have
been. Birth and death are not two different states, but they are
different aspects of the same state. There is as little reason to deplore
the one as there is to be pleased over the other.
LATE PARSI RUSTOMJEE
A cable received from Durban from his son gives me the sad
news of the death of Rustomjee Jiwanjee Ghorkhodoo.   For me it
is a personal loss.   He was a valued client, dear friend and faithful
co-worker.  He was as true a Parsi as he was a true Indian. He was
an equally true man-   He was an orthodox Parsi, but his Zoroas-
trianism was as broad as humanity itself.   He befriended all without
distinction.   He could act pleasingly towards officials, but he could
be unbending when the occasion demanded it.   His word was as
good as his bond.   He was brave as a lion.   He Was chary of making
promises, but if he made them, he strove his best to keep them*
After he declared himself a satyagrahi, he never swerved  even
during the darkest hours of the movement, not even when the end
seemed never to be coming.   When he took the pledge, he was
by no means a young man.   Nor was he untrammelled by business
preoccupations.   But he never counted the cost He suffered losses
without a murmur.   He gave almost beyond his means and yet
never unthinkingly.   His charities were most catholic.   He gave
donations  for   mosques,   madrasas,  national  schools.    Many  a
young man owed his rise to Parsi Rustomjee, as he was called
throughout South Africa.   Personally I owe much to him.   I have
many friends in South Africa.   But I have not known   a warmer
one.   He harboured me when I Was lynched.   His house was a
place of refuge for me and mine.   People wonder why I am partial
to Parsis.   I am not partial, but I am thankful that I can bear
testimony to their admirable virtues.   So long as the memory of
Parsi Rustomjee persists with me, so long will that portion of huma-
nity claim my respectful admiration.   If we had many Rustomjees
in our public life, we should not be long in reaching our cherished
goal.   May his soul rest in peace, and may God give wisdom and
strength to his two sons to follow in the footsteps of their noble
father!
SOTERSTHIOUS PRACTICE
The following extract from a letter recently received by me
will cause pain to the reader as it has to me: